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a most expert surveyor and map-maker) did this most faith-
fully until 1831, when he joined his beloved chief, leaving old
Mrs Cook, then in her dotage, to the care of her trusted
servants. She reached the age of ninety-three, and died in the
village of Clapham, of all places, just two years before Queen
Victoria ascended the throne.

A strange medley of names! Tahiti, Cook Islands, New
Zealand, Botany Bay, Hawaii, Kamchatka, Tongatabu, Raro-
tonga, and finally Clapham. But such things must happen
when a small island of less than 90,000 square miles under-
takes to rule almost 14,000,000 square miles of dry land in
the rest of the world, and we shall continue to find Chelseas
and Upper and Lower Peckhams in all sorts of unexpected
places. Until the cards arc reshuffled and these villages arc
renamed Ober and Unter Pfurzheims, when I for one shall
make straightway for the pleasant burial-ground of what then
(if the Lord is good to us) will still be Old Greenwich.

And since we are on this lugubrious subject, let me give you
another little detail in connexion with the discovery of the
Great Southern Continent. It had already become the home
of the White Man when one of the Dutch captains, almost
a century and a half before, had been obliged to leave a
mutinous member of his crew on the eastern coast. Now the
west coast too was to receive its first permanent occupant of
the White Man's race. For on the very day the Endeavour had
reached Botany Bay a member of the crew by the name of
Forbes Sutherland had died of consumption. On May i he
was buried at Point Sutherland. A suitable inscription was
left behind on a tree, and the Endeavour continued her norm-
ward voyage to Port Jackson and Broken Bay, at the mouth
of the Hawkesbury river, just north of the present city of
Sydney.

From there Cook continued surveying the coast-line in his
usual scrupulous fashion until, on June n, after sounding
twenty fathoms of water, his vessel suddenly struck a hidden